"...and instantly, I knew what that gesture meant- what you were saying. That hand on my pelvic bone said, 'wait, child. I see and hear you. I'll be right back, I promise.' You didn't have children at that point. But that's what that meant." 

No matter who you choose to be at any given moment, I will always be your perfect counterpart, I promise.

Nice legs, by the way. I am oh so attracted to where they meet. 

Patricia is the most intelligent person I've ever spoken to. Who, like so many of us, have been poisoned both physically and mentally by the outnumbering jealous lazy, who would rather spend more effort and time avoiding work than it would have taken to perform the task, grow, and continue to the next one. 

Stones in the gizzard, gristle shining
Strings contracting in unison
A feral fetal heartbeat
Rows of indentures pale green
Bedding of rosy petals, nestling
Here. I am right here. Next to you. 
That's my hand at your breast.
Breathe deep, eyes closed.
Feel me. There I am. I'm always here. 
When you need me. 

It is time to trade impotence and incompetence for eloquence and reassurance dear.